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sulent, -staring'r dreaxnily into tho lire, but
bis conipanion, the sailor, sat beside huim,
talking earnestly.

'le that yen, Oliver lad 2' said tic
fariner,Nyithout turning hie lead. 'Chui-
dren 1 get yeu off upstairs; your mether's
there, and she wants yen.'

Theý vanishied in silence, mwed by thoir
faither's unNVOU ..ed gravity, tiud silcntly
Oliver drewv nearer te the tire.

' It's thy father they're tallzing about,
lad,' bis uneîle iront on. « They have k-nown,
bin in foreign parts, it scenis, and coe
round bere te give lis new's of hum.'

The lad mnade ne answer. For a moment
lie stood stili, and the silent strauger lifted
bis dark restless eyes and loolied at hirn,
anîd met a loeok as straiige and questioning
as bis owNV-a lobl of dofiance, alla yet of
fear.

1 Well! said Oliver at last, ini a toue
that seemed te hiniseif net likie bis own ;
and thon ho carne a stop forward and leaned
against the high i anteishoîf, still looking
and looking, and hearing as in a dreani
the sailor'e glib hoarse voice, %with a curieus
bint of caution and apology in it.

1 1 don't know what ho dene,' the snilor
vas saying. 'But itw~as alongwhile-iigo,
and it stands te reasen it must be pretty
%vell, forgotten. Iý daresay it made a stir
ini a bit of a quiet place lilie tîxis; but
the thingy is, would any one east it up at
bina if hie was to corne bacli and settle down
biereaboute?2'

Thiere was a pause. The farier liesi-

tated, rubbing bis eohmi i» thoughItfuil silence.
And still the sailor's mute coirade Ioo-ed.
at Oliver, and thc young fellowv loolzec
steadily back at Iiii.

.'1I'vo ne 1'ish to be baird,' said Jolhn
llaythorn at last, sIowvly and alrnost un-
w'illingly. 'Ie is miyoewn lesh and i(bloed;
1 can't deny that. But lie disgraced him-
self anîd us ail, and hce's bcen away tlîis
m-any years; and by what I've lîeard lus
goiiigs-on haven't been what %vould suit
respectable follis in a respectable place.
IIc's away, and hce'd best ]kecp away. 1
den't sec as bis ceîning, backi could niake
anything but irouble.'

£Wait a bit,' sid the eider mian, break-
inig silence alrnest for thc firse& tinie.

'1'here's this yptung ehlap bore. IL s bis
business as mucli as aîiybody's, and he's
said neuglit yet. Do you think the saine
as your uncle-that the further your father
is, and tho longer lie stays aw'ay, the
better?2'

As in a dreana, Oliver was awaro that lie
trie0( te spcak alla failed. lie had to
moisten bis dry lips before tbey coul forin
a word. But he had set his face like a
flint, and ho would net let bis cyes swerve
freux their haîf-dIefiant look inte those otiier
cyes-se straugely likie bis ewn 1

'1 -don't rernember xny father,' hie
said at last, slowly, as if the words were
liard te, find. «'I was only four years old
wlien hc-wcent a'way. 1-a-ree wvith niy
lumele. I think lie-had better-net-cone
back l'

(To b>c coiiiiud.>
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CHAFTEIR 11.

SE1RGUS passed a week in bod,
more or les3 ill, and then, a
spél of unshiine and west wind
itervening, ho recovered s0 far

as te sit up in bis chair, and to do a bit of
hie hilevedcarvîng.

Ho now did net, objeet very inucl te Mrs.
Huckerby'e inapectien ef tic panels, and
greups of fruit and floers, ho ha fsioe
'with such industry and care.

Mrs. Huck-erby was by ne means an art
eniei, and it did net strikie bier mimd that
there was any particular ekili needed te
produco these facsimiles of Nature-the
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